POLISH   AMERICANS

through labyrinths of concrete floor, white tile, ice-
pipes, steam-pipes, smoke-rooms that looked like fur-
naces of transatlantic liners. Friend Stasiuk was born
a peasant in Lemberg, came steerage twenty years ago
with forty-two dollars in his pocket, and is now a meat
baron, though he still wears a sausage-smeared apron.
He has establishments also in Brooklyn and Green-
point, and can do anything with a pig except make
Polish ham out of it He sliced some imported ham to
teach me why it was different from all the other hams
on earth. Its difference seemed to be in tenderness and
- extreme delicacy of flavour.

This whetted all our appetites, so we went over to the
basement of Arlington Hall for lunch. At one table
some Polish journalists were quarrelling violently over
politics, yet laughed and invited us to join them. The
Pole is a quarrelsome fellow, politically rather than per-
sonally. Virgil shouted something to them in Polish
and said to me, " You know, back home in Poland we
had thirty-eight parties in Parliament. And at a land-
owners' convention when 999 farmers said * Yes' and
one farmer said * No/ they stayed in session all summer
to argue about it! "

At another table were two pretty Polish girls (with
high cheek-bones for once), and I regret to report that
Virgil was soon making eyes at them, though he was
old enough to know better. The Poles, in their quiet
way, are quite interested in sex, but with less frou-frou
than the French, though they are sometimes compared
to them. At our own table presently were gathered
Kazimierz Jarzebowski, Polish broadcasting impresario

219